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resolution of the contradictions? Life seemed absurdly,
^wisely simple. Now he believed that there never had
been any truth beneath whose wing all might shelter; now
he thought that each had his own truth, his own furrow.
For a piece of bread, for a strip of earth, for the right to
>live men always had fought and would fight so long as the
sun shone on them, so long as their blood flowed warmly
through their veins. Those who wanted to deprive him of
his life, of his right to live, must be fought, and fought
resolutely, with no wavering, but steeled with hatred. His
feelings must not be bridled, must be given rein.
The path of the cossacks had crossed the path of the
landless peasantry of Russia, the path of the factory people.
Fight them! Wrest from them the heavy Don earth,
washed with cossack blood. Drive them as once the Tartars
had been driven beyond the bounds oHhe province. Strike
Moscow, fasten a shameful peace on* them! There is no
passing on the causeway: someone must push aside some-
one. So they had tried their hand ? So they had released
the Red regiments on the cossack lands ? Then to sword!
Flaming with a blind hatred, Gregor galloped until his
horse carried him across the white-maned pall of the Don.
For one moment a doubt assailed him: " It's rich against
poor, and not cossack against Russia..,. Mishka Koshevoi
and Ivan Alexievich are cossacks too, and they're Red
through and through/' But he angrily shook off the thought,
Tatarsk appeared in the distance. He pulled on the reins.
His horse, foaming like soap, dropped into an easy trot. At
his own gate he urged it on again; its breast flung open the
wicket-gate, and it galloped into the yard.